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Preface 



Life is too real to be believed, yet we must keep dreaming and try to live 
with a resonance of what we think while we touch various levels of 
reality — political, social, personal, or spiritual — and be ourselves. 

Genuine poetry happens as an event to be truthful, clear, courageous, and 
honest to oneself; to be open about things one often tries to conceal. Poetry 
provides an opportunity for expressing ones intimate moments with the 
same passion as while talking about the interwoven outer realities . 

I also view it as the expression of cosmic, organic, erotic life, creating its 
own forms, expressing itself and, in being expressed, finds its voice. 

My experience convinces me that we are not limited by what we are, but we 
are limited by what we are not. Poetry becomes a means to overcome this 
limitation, and thus, allows us not only to know ourselves but also to 
expand on what we are . 

This means we should remain open to healthy revisions that we can make 
to our way of thinking, and incorporate new perspectives into our outlook. 
In other words, we should not let our own rigidity destroy our potential, 
but rather we should evince a forward-looking, tolerant, and open mindset 
if we wish to create future . 

I don't know if my poetry fits in what I think at the moment, but poetry 
does help us traverse the boundaries of hesitation to see the joy of 
fulfillment . 

I am grateful to my poet friend Taner Murat for not only readily agreeing to 
translate this collection into Crimean Tatar but also to publish it to 
support intercultural creativity . 



R.K. Singh 



Aldsoz 



YalandTr dunya, lakin usunnun siyasiy, maseriy, saksiy ya ruhiy gibi turli 
seviyelerme baskanda biz ozlfgimfzden bazgesmeden tus kurup 6z 
tusungelermhz men barabar §Tnlap ya§amallzmlz . 

Hakkikiy §iir tora, a§ik, gesaretli, 6z-6zi men dogri-durust bolmak bfr 
yaratuw olaydir, sik-sik gasirilgan siylernf a§lk-aslk anlatmasidir . §iir 
insannifi lsindeki anlarin afilatkanda tisinda tokiskan olaylarifi hewesi 
men anlatmasin sirasin tamr. 

Men siirni evren, kewde, suygi, yasam ifadesi gibi korermen, 6z sekflmn 
ifadesf gibi korermen, bo §ekilmn yaratuw sirasinda da bir seslenme gibi 
korermen . 

Gelemmfz bizfm bolgammiz tuwuldur, bizim bolmaganimizdir, boga 
tegrubeme guwenfp inamrman. Tfzme bo gelenm gesmek bir imkaandir 
onTstan o hem ozimizni tanimamizm kolaylastlrar, hem ozligimfzni 
kehiyter . 

Bo hem tu§unge tarzimizni sawlikli demstfrmelerge azir tutmamiz kerek 
bolganin aytar, hem de korisimfzge gam noktayiy nazarlar eklemek 
kerekkennih ahlamina kelft. Baska bir soz men, 6z kuwetimfzni 6z 
serdigimiz men gok etmemelimiz, kelegekni yaratagak bolsak razTlTk man 
ho§ koruw kosterfp kollarlmlznl asik tutmallmlz. 

Ko§Tklarim bugungf tusungelerfme uyup-uymagamna kefil bolmam, lakin 
§iir toktamsirawlarimizni gesfp emellerfmfzge getismemizge yardlmglmlz 
bolir. 

Hem bo giyintikni KlrTm Tatargasina tergume etken, hem mamuriyet 
tillesmemfzge yardimgi bolgan Tatar sayir arkadasima minettarman. 



R. K. Sink 



I. Selected Poems - Saylangan manzumeler 



Merkaba 

They say my birth was a heavenly event: 

here I am suffering third-rate villains 

that erect walls to stop the chariots 

from Merkaba: the angels fume but who cares 

heaven is a mirage in human zoo 



New Year 

The dates on calendar question 
all my undone acts 

and memories that haunt or fade 
in nightly nakedness 

stumbling toward the next day's sun 
without celebration 

at 63 January jeers 
my degenerating sex 

a still itch: mantra and mirror 
quiet god and drying petals 



Nude Delight 

The coiled divine 

renews eternity 

in the body's cells 

fed on sensuous sweetness 

and moment's littleness 

for years fleshly reign 
seemed spirit's radiance 
in the deep pit 

now suddenly sparks the itch 
for heaven's nude delight 



Merkebe 

Menim tuwumum mubarek bir olay bolganin 
aytalar: 

mina §undi Merkebe telegelerin toktatagak 
yuksek kalawlar kalagan 
u§ungi sinif yamanlarmn azaplarin §egemen: 
melekler tuman atar ama kimin i§ine kirsin? 
insaniy haywan bak§asinda gennet bir seraptir. 

Gani yil 

Kunsayimda kunler butun yapilmay kalgan 
i§lerimni sorgilar 

ke§e §ipalakliginda rengi agarip goklap turgan 
akilimda kalganlarni da 

ertesi kun kunesine dogri surunup 
bayramla§madan 

altmi§ us. yasjnda 0§ak ayi 

soysizla§kan ginisimni maskara etip ta^lay 

hareketsiz bir ki§inuw: mantra man ayna 
sessiz tanri man solgan §e§ek yapraklari 



§ipalak zewuk 

Burumli mewla 
kewdenin kozelerinde 
hem an tarligina 

hem §ehvaniy tatlisina peslengen 
ebediyetni tazeler 

senelerdir ten hukumi 
ruhnun nuri gibi edi 
deren sukurda 

§undi birden kifinti balkildar 
gennetin sipalak zewuki usun 



Stranger 



Yabangi 



I don't know where I lived 
in my former existence 
but the hell I've breathed 
for three decades here 
couldn't adapt my soul: 
I remain a stranger 
to them and to the cold walls 
that put out the candle lights 
in my roofless house 



Eski barligimda 
ka-yerde ya§aganimni bilmem 
ama minda kirk senedir 
isjme tartkan gehennem 
ruhumni hes. ali§tira-almadi: 
olar usun, tobesiz uyumnuii 
niaysjraklarin sondirgen 
salkin duwarlari usun 
men bir yabangi kalirman 



Stranger - Yabangi 



Avalanche 



Kar awmasi 



Time's wrinkling fingers 
trivialize the sun and snow 
in a crooked land 

I see history crippled 
with midnight dyspnoea 
the green umbrella 

hosts disaster: 

the avalanche waits on its shoulder 
the wound opens 



Gleam of Light 

Late August: 

clouded midnight, sneezing 
restless in bed 

all negative vibes 
well up the mind 

jackals yell outside 
I read Hsu Chicheng 
for a gleam of light 



Dying Sun 

How does it matter 
I remember or forget 
the nights or lights 
that stand still 

in the dense fog 
nothing visible 
nor audible 

the thundering planes 
touch the ground: 

it's all game 

of guess and vague 

everyone 

everything 
even the tick 
of the clock 



Zamannin kiri§ikli parmaklari 
kiyis. bir memlekette 
kar man kune§ni a§alatir. 

sakatlangan tewiike koremen 
yarike§ede solis. tarligi man 
yesil semsiye 

felakettir: 

omizinda kar awmasi beklep 
gara asjlir 

Giltinm 

Awustos soni: 

bulutli ke§e yarisi, hap§iruwlar 
to§ekte kiyipsizlik 

butun bolimsiz silkinuwler 
akilni totiralar 

ti§arda §6gel-b6riler bakiri§a 

bir giltinm usun 

Kisuw (^iy (^enni okiyman 

Olgen kune§ 

Akilimda tutsam da bir 
unutsam da bir 
hareketsiz kalgan 
ke§elerm-gariklami 

giygin tumaniii i§inde 
ne bin-iiy korilir 
ne de e§itilir 

gudurdegen tayyareler 
gerge tiyer: 

sade afilasjlmaz 
bir tapma^a oyinidir 
herkez 

her§iy 

saatifi takildamasi 
birem 



thic frpf^vin fr hrvm* 

redolent of 
crumbling echoes 


par§alangan kaytawaz 
kokisi tasir 


I can't divine vision 
or loom up certainty 
to mock follies 
of dying sun 


huliya kor-almayman 
§uphesizlikke de pisjm ber-almayman 
olgen kunesjn §a§maligin 
miskillamak u§un 


Shadow 


Kolge 


Last evening 

I saw a flower bloom 

today it's faded 


Ge§en aksjam 

a§kan bir §e§ek kordim 

bugun solgan 


but my fear 

lurking like a shadow 

ever present 


ama her zaman 

bir koleke gibi anilip 

pisuwda turgan korkimni 


I can't erase: 
emptying the mind 
easier said than done 


sile-alman: 
akil bo§altmasi 

kolaydir aytmasT, kiyin yapilmasT 


Poetic Disturbance 


§iir raatsizligi 


There's more to view in a dew drop 
than what lif^s in mv bfifkvfird 
- years of muck and mucking about - 
burial too difficult 


Arka bak§amda tabilganlardan fazladir 
bir siv tfimla*sinda konlpppklpr - 

U LL O 1 \ LcllJ.lK.lO 1 1 ILlcl I V V / 1 [ L V. ^ ^_ I v I V_ 1 

§6plikke atilgan seneler, senelerge gezip tozmak, 
bek kiyin genaze 


in sunlight images shine 

like crystal ball reveal my mind 

in poetic disturbance 

leaking lust and blood on dried grass 


kune§te korintiler balkildar 

kuri otka kinlama agizdirip 

§iir raatsizligi §ekken tu^ungelerimni 

ortaga salgan billur tobiday 


Return to Wholeness 


Pitinlikke kayt 


The body is precious 
a vehicle for awakening 
treat it with care, said Buddha 


Kewde kiymetlidir 

uyanuwga bir telege 

oga sak bol, dep aytkan Buda 


I love its stillness 
beauty and sanctity 
here and now 


§undi minda onin sessizliginden 
guzelliginden we mubarekliginden 
ho§lanaman 


sink into its calm 

to hear the whispers in all 

its ebbs and flows 


6z kabaruw man als^yuwlarnifi 
pitin sjbirdawlarin esjtmege 
sabirina dalaman 
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erect, penetrate 

the edge of life and loss 

return to wholeness 



yukselip ya§am man kayipniii 
kenarina dalip 
pitinhkke kayt 



Return to Wholeness - PitinKkke kayt 




Who Cares? 



Kim dert etsin? 



Death hides in the body 
but who sees? it's obscure 



Olim kewdeniii isjnde gasjnir 
ama kim korsin? i§i karangi 



living on the edge 
seeking space into swamp 



yikpalga asilip ya§amak 
bataklikta kuri ger karamaktir 



they all talk about the sun 



herkez kokyuzunde sisip kabargan 



swelling in the sky 


kunesni lap etip 


and close eyes to the spider 
spinning waves on the ceiling 


tawanda egirilgen orimgek gilimin dalgalarina 
koz gumar 


all alone, but who cares? 
suspicion and distance 


gap-gangizlik, ama kim dert etsin? 
§uphe men mesafe 


iiKe loveis mcy piciciiu 
to leave, yet stay longer 


A7Qi"f»lf»t" r»iV\i oi/incl'on l^"ioi rt/*Alit*loi" 
ydlclvi U1U1 ay lll^lvall UUllllal 

ama gene barabar kalirlar 


dishing out luxuries 
showing off generosity 


kaalbifi huliyali siprasinda 
sapir beklep turganda 


on the heart's fancy table 
waiting to welcome the guest 


artkan mollik, 
gumartlik kosterip 


I Am No Jesus 


Men Isa tuwulman 


I am no Jesus 

but I can feel the pains 

of crucifixion 


men Isa tuwulman 
ama miklanuw agilarin 
ya§arman 


as a common man 

suffer all what he suffered — 

play the same refrains — 


siradan bir kisjmen 

onin butun §ekkenlerin §egermen 

girlagan nakaratin girlarman 


at times cry and pray 
hope for better days ahead 
despite lack of love 


bazida-bir gilap duwalar okirman 
eksilse de suygi 

kelegegimizde taa yak§i kunlerge umut etermen 


diminishing strength 
failures, ennui and blames 
for sins I didn't author 


azaytip kuwet 

bolsa da kayip, gan sigintisi, 
guklense de kabaat bolmagan gunama 


I am no Jesus 

but I can smell the poison 

and smoke in the air 


men Isa tuwulman 

ama hawadaki zeher men 

tuman kokisin kokilarman 


feel for humankind 
like him carry the cross 
and relive my dreams 


insanlik u§un 

onin atanak ta^iwin §egermen 
korgen tu§ilerimni birtaa ya§arman 


I am no Jesus 

but I can feel the pain 

of crucifixion 


men Isa tuwulman 
ama miklanuw agilarin 
ya§arman 
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It Doesn't Rain 


w 

Gawmaz 


It's lightning 
every evening 
in the sky 
but it doesn't rain 


Kok 

galkildar 
her ak§am 
ama gawmaz 


I keep postponing 
my journey 


golimni 

siltawlay beremen 


whf*thf*r tVif* train i«s latf* 

or I miss it 

it doesn't matter 


kasjrsam da 
dert tuwul 


I look below 
the chasm is wide 
like the lightning 
but it doesn't rain 


a§aga karasam 
gar galkildaw gibi 
geni§tir 
ama gawmaz 


Valley of Self 


r 

Oz-ozimnin §ayirinda 


I don't know which psalms to sing 
or which church to go to feel 
the flame within for a while 


kaysi mezamirm okip 

ya kaysi kilsege baragagimni bilmem 

isjndeki alewun ya§ap 


sit or lie still with 

faith weather the restlessness 

brewing breath by breath 


otirip ya uzanip gatip 

inan§ man soli§-soli§ka 

raatsizligifi kaynamasina kar§i kelmege 


I don't know the god 
or goddess or the mantra 
to chant when fear overtakes 
my being and makes me suffer 


kaysi taiiriga ya tafiri^aga tapinip 
kaysi mantirani okiygagimni bilmem 
barligimni basip 
korki §ektirgende 


plateaus of nightmares 
paralyzing spirit to live 
and be the promised fulfillment 


kara tu§ler kirlari 

ya§aw ruhum man 

onma sozimni fel§ke tutturup 


I see no savior come 
to rescue me when mired 
I seek freedom from myself: 


kelip kurtaragak kurtaruwgi 

kore-almayman batip 

ozimden azatlanmaga karaganda: 


my ordeals are mine alone 
in the valley of self 
I must learn to clear the clouds 
soaring high or low 


§egi§melerim sade maga kala 
6z-6zimnm §ayirinda 
bulutlarni a§maga uyrenmem keregir 
asada-yokarda taya-taya usa-usa 
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Allergies 



Alergiyalar 



The barber sees 

a potential customer 

in me but I pass 

the tense faces 

after the long walk sunshine 

a fag in the car 

short carnival: 

neatly hide faded vests drying 
in the balcony 

helter skelter 
afternoon windy rain 
allergies again 



Berber meni 

iktimaliy bir mu§teri korer 

ama men katindan gesjp ketermen 

kergin yuzler 
uzun guru§ten sohra 
arabada ogirasuw 

kiska karnawal: 

balkonda sorkip kurutulgan 

rengi §ikkan kazakalar ga§irmak 

kiy-kaleket uyleawgansonlar 
gelli gawunlar 
ba§ka alergiyalar 



None Talk 

Flowers don't bloom 
in tribute to 
builders' apathy 

the trees are dying: 

they too know they'll be felled 

or the heat will kill 

the concrete rises 

calamity too will rise 

none talk the ruins they bring 



Lapin etmezler 

Sesekler 

bina otirtkan i§cinin dalginligina 
hasret bolip a§maz. 

terekler olir: 

kesilip ya da ateste olegegin 
olar da bilirler 

beton yukselir 
felaket artar 

miratkanlarin lapin etmezler 



I Can Live 



Ya§arman 



I've outlived 
the winter's allergies 
and depressing rains 
in a human zoo 

I can live 

my retirement too 

without pension and medicare: 

the wheelchair doesn't frighten 
I can live 

uncared and unknown 
survive broken home 
the numbness of the arms 



Tiri kalip §iktim 
artta birakip ki§larin alergiyasin 
hem bir insaniy haywanat bak§asinda 
gonil karartuwgi gawunlarin 

kartligimni da 
ya§arman 

tekmilgilik men sawlik guwengem bolmasa da: 

teger^ikli iskembe korkitmaz 
dayanirman 

karalmadan-tanilmadan 

tiri kaldim atlap yuwa bizilmasin 

gansiz ku§aklawlarni 




My shrinking body 
even if I donate 
what's there for research: 

devil in the spine 
abusing tongue in sleep 
or bleeding anus 

defy all prayers 
on bed or in temple — 
the same heresy 

oozing and stinking 
onanist excursion 
dead or alive 



moym awurmasm 

hem para kiymeti tu§mesin 



Yalangilik 




Kiskargan kewdemni 
bagi§lasam da 
bilim ondan ne anlasin? 

omirgamda §aytan 
yukumda awuz bizgan til 
ya da konk kanamasi 

gatakta-tapinakta 
kilgan duwalarim sayilmadan 
hep §o yalangilik 

sjamirlap sasip 
onanist gezuw 
oli-tiri 



Clay Dreams 

They make my face 
ugly in my own sight 

what shall I see in the mirror? 

there is no beauty 
or holiness left 
in the naked nation: 

the streams flow dark 

and the hinges of doors moan 

politics of corruption 

I weep for its names 
and the faces they deface 
with clay dreams 



Bal§ik tu§ler 

Oz yuzumni 

ozime sjrkinle§tireler 

aynada ne koriyim? 

kalgan he§bir guzellik 
ya da mubareklik yoktir 
sjpalak millette: 

gilgalar kara-kara agar 
kapilariii baglamalari da ifigirdar 
ahlaaksiz siyaset 

oniii atlari u§iin gilarman 

balsjk tu§ler men 

itibardan tusunilgen yuzi usun 



Solitude 

I don't seek the stone bowl 
Buddha used while here: 
She dwells on moon beams 




Gangizlik 



Buda bo yaklarda ekende kullangan 
tas. sawutnun pesjnde tuwulman: 
o ayniii nurlarinda ya§ar 

oniii kulumsuremesin kore-alaman 
gel gontkan kokiregi men 
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in sexless solitude 

her light is not priced 
but gifted to enlighten 
the silver-linings 



Waiting 

I've lived 23,000 days 

awaiting a day that could become 

god's day in eden earth or within 

or even my grandson's smile 
on his first day in mother's arms 

now I sit an empty boat 
on a still river 

and shake with quail dreams 



ginsiyetsiz gangizliginda 

oniii garigifi kiymeti pisjlmez 

aydinlatuwgidir 

kumus. kaplamasi 



Beklew 

Men 23.000 kun ya§adim 
Aden bak§asinda Allahnifi kuni 
haline kelegek kunni beklep 

ya da torinimin kulumsurewin 
sipti kununde nenesin ku§aginda 

§undi akmagan bir gilgada 
bo§ bir kayikta otirip 
bodene tu§i men terbetilemen 



Finding the way through purification - Paklanuw goli 



Sangam 



Sangam 



The crack in the sky 
is not the rosy cleavage 
to rape the body 

nor is the beast any free 
to escape the bloody river 
that reflects stony wrath 
in doggy position 

they all expect their reward 
for burying the noise 
of sunny free wheeling 
in frozen passion 

turn beggars they all 

search warmth with ash-smeared sadhus 

at road side tea stall 

whistle and wash off sins 

in sangam muddled 
with privileged few soar high 
but I'm glad I crawl on earth 
my roots don't wave in the air 



Indifference? 

Being good 

couldn't make me know 
any better 

I was harmless 
they sold my name 
and became 
what I couldn't 

in the middle of day light 
I vanished like faces 
from voters' list 

with no difference 
to who wins 
or who loses 



I Too Descend 

Some fresh bones, and designer's dress 
distorted hopes, cataract vision 



Kokyuzunde garilma 
tuwul so pembe tayis 
kewde tegawuzi etmege 

kuturgandelilikni kaytimlap 
§akilta§H gilgadan kurtulgan 
it turusunda 

wahsjy haywan da tuwul 

hepisi baksjs. bekler 
kunesjsiz aylanuwlarnifi dawu§larin 
tongan hewesnin isjne 
komgeni u§un 

tilensj getip alayisi 

kul surmeli sadhuw rahiplerden sigaklik karar 
gol kenarinda caykanelerde 
sijgirip gunasin bosatip 

sangam isjnde §a§irip 

birkas. sayuwli man yokarga sekirip 

ama geryuzunde surunup gurgenimden raziman 

tamirlarim hawada gelpildemez 



Ba§ awurtmamak? 

Maga 

en yaki^kan 
yak§ilik edi 

men zararsiz edim 
olar menim atimni satip 
bola-almaganim 
boldim 

kun garigin ortasinda 

yuzler saylaw tizmesinden gok bolganday 

gok boldim 

kazananga 
kaybetkenge 
bas. awurtmadan 



Men de tu§ermen 

Birka§ taze suyek, bir pi^imgi entari 
kiyi§ umutlar, koztumanli kori§ 



hardly any better the face of the body 


alayisi kewdenin yuzi men zorlanir 


and if there is a soul, the soul hears 


bir de tin bolsa, tin esjtir 


the map guides the mind's midnight 
uui ine uesiinaiion is uuiereni 


golni karta kosterer akimin yarike§esfne 

IdKin DdnidgdK yer DdijKd 


deception is courage 


pe§manlik gesarettir 


they know the end of journey 
and get down when the train stops 


olar bilip golnin soiiin 
tu§erler tiren toktaganda 


I too descend 


men de tu§ermen 


From the Window 


Pengireden 


Tall houses appear 

to grow like trees from the plane 

slowly rising high 


Yawa§-yawas. yukselgen tayyareden 
terekliktiy osip ketken 
onder uyler korinir 


people turn tiny 

with cars water birds and beasts 

in the summer flame 


yaz alewunde 

ma^inalar, ku§lar, haywanlar man 
insanlar ki§kene kalir 


nervously worried 

watch the moving mass of clouds 

from the window 


kaarete-kaarete 
pengireden 

hareketli bulut siiruwune karap kalaman 


eternal patterns 

nature's wonder on the edge 

a streak of orange 


sonsiz naki^lar 
zewukli tuwa gazibesi 
portakal renginde bir sizik 


thousands of lights 

twinkle in colors like stars — 

seat belt fastened 


bifilerge garik 

renkli- renkli yildizday galpildar, 
emniyet kemerim taguwli 


Eyeless Jagannath 


Sokir Jaganat 


I can't understand 

their mystic heaven or thrills 

housed in awareness 


Afilay-almayman 

bilin§ i^inde yer algan 

olarifi sirli gennet ya orsefilerin 


time's intricacies 

or sources of plastic mist 

through mythical depths 


zamaniii murekkepligin 
ya efsaneli derenlikten 
suniykamirli tumannin §okragin 


the wings of my thought 

are too short to climb God's height 

or blue deeps of peace 


tu^ungelerimnin kanatlari kiskadir 
ne Tanrinin onderligine barmaga yeter 
ne de engenfn mawi derenliklerine 
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I stand on the edge 
of earth's physicality 
waiting on the brink 



duniyaniii gismaniyet kenarinda 
bosagasinda otirip 
beklermen 



with shadowy lines 

and curves to image march of 

eyeless Jagannath 

if nobody sees 

the collapse of procession 

and the dark precinct 



kolgeli tuz ya burumli siziklar man 
sokir Jaganatniii guru§un 
taklit etmege 

eger birew kor-almasa 

alaynin §6gi§in 

we mahalle karangiligin 



don't blame the poets: 
there is too much emptiness 
and gloom to ignore 



boga §ayirler kabaatli tutulmaz: 
bo§lik man kaswet o kadar kop ke 
kozge almadan bolmaz 



Searching the meaning - Mana goltnda 



Body: a Bliss 



Kewde mubarekliktir 



"To see you naked 
is to recall the Earth" 
says Garcia Lorca 

it's no sin to love 

strip naked in bed, kitchen 

or prayer room 

the bodies don't shine 
all the time nor passion 
wildly overflows 

but when we have time 
we must remember parts 
arouse dead flesh 

rub raw with desire 

peeling wet layers through light 

sound, senses and taste 

play the seasons: 
the thirst is ever new 
and blissful too 

to recreate 

the body, a temple 

and a prayer 



"Seni sjpalak kormek 
Gerkureni akilima akelmektir" 
dep aytar Garsiya Lorka 

sjr-§ipalak gatakta, a§kanada 
ya da ibadet odasinda 
suymek guna tuwul 

kewde herwakit giltiramaz 
hewes te 
delige tasjmaz 

ama wakit tapkanda 
par§alarimizni unutmamalimiz 
olgen etni uyandirip 

galanni istek men ok§alamali 
arsjip kaytik tabakalarni 
garik, ses, tuygi we tat man 

mewsim oyini oynap: 
suwsuzluk her zaman hem gani 
hem mubarektir 

kewdeni, tapinakni, 
ibadetni 

gaiiidan yaratmak usun 



On Her Birthday Onin tuwum kununde 

I want the best of life for you Men saga hayatin en yaksjsin istermen 

but you too must understand lakin yapa-almaganlarimni 

what I can't do sen de anlamalisin 



you must be patient and do 

what you can — 

I can't create the fruits 

I may create space 

for you to stand but I can't 

become the legs 

you must run the race 
on your own and be 
what you dream 

the redness of mars 

and the whiteness of moon 

merge in you 



sabirli bolip 

kayretlenmelisiii, 

men gemis. yarata-almam 

seniii ayakta turmafi u§un 
bosjik yaratirman 
ama ayagiii bola-almam 

ozi§ni kazanmak usun 
ozifi guwurup 

tu§undekisindiy ozifi bolmalisin 

merihniii kizili man 

aynin akligi 

seniii isjnde birle^ir 



you have worlds to conquer 
and miles to go, my dear 

you must rear the goose 
and have the gold each day 



genegek gihanin bar, 
guregek golin bar, gamm 

hergun kazni itep 
astindaki altinni giymalisin 



I Can't Hide Fears 

I couldn't make my bedroom church 
reading psalms and Lord's prayers 

the light of my lamp and 
the potion of my cup couldn't 

lift my soul mired in passions 
and silence of the morning 

the confessions couldn't remove 
my anguish of ages 

nor the tears and cries strengthen 
faith hope and love - the rock 

slips the grip for enemies 
within don't halt my body 

glues to the ground seeking 
darkness of the womb and joys 

ever restless the child doesn't 
grow and the father fails 

in verses I can't hide fears 
my face I despise, can't find 

freedom from the chemicals 
sprayed in the air and the smog 

oppressing my breath, the sun 
fails to keep the covenant 

the terrors of death are real 
the traps overwhelm, I can't 

escape my own creations 

the bed, the flesh, and serpents 

that seize the house of God 
I can't redeem, can't save 



Korkilarimni saklay- 
almam 

Taiiriga sureler-niyazlar okimaga 
i§kerimden kilse yap-almadim 

lambamniii garigi man 
finganimnin §erbeti 

saba sessizliginde heweske 

batip kalgan tinimni yukselt-almadilar 

ne isjmni a§ip 

yas. agilarimdan kurtuldum 

ne de gilap, kozyasT togip 

inansim, umutum, suygum usun kuwat taptim 

kaya sTptirilip keter ke 
isjmdeki gawlar toktamaz 

kunak man umay karafigiligin karap 
kewdem gerge gabisir 

ebediy raatsizlik §ekken balasi osmez 
atasi da tizme uydurup kun kaybetfr 

men tizmelerimde korkilarimni saklay-almam 
yuzumni de §eg-almam 

hawaga pi§kirtilgan kimiya maddelerden 
we kirli tumandan kurtulmam 

soli§imni bastirip 

kunes. bergen sozin tut-almay 

olim korkisi usundur 
kabawlar buwuwgi 

yapkanlarimdan ka§a-almam 
to§ek, etler, hem gilanlar 

kim Allah'nin uyun basar 
gulmasin odep kurtara-almam 



the soul in battle with me 
in bed I can't sing and praise 



ozim men sogi§kan ganimni 
tosekte duwa okip segde yapilmaz 



Echoes Haunt 

Sleepy roads 

with or without light 

tear the sky 

I watch the murmur 
in the misty darkness 
Tao of midnight 

tranquil emptiness: 
breathing deceptive cold 
the echoes haunt 



Kaytawazlar goklap 
turar 

Yukuli gollar 
garikli-gariksiz 
kokyuzun girtip par§alar 

§irildamani siyir etermen 
ke§eyarisi Tawo'si 
tumanli karangida 

sessiz bo§lik: 
kandiruwgi suwuk soli§li 
kaytawazlar goklap turar 



Echoes Haunt - Kaytawazlar goklap turar 



Elkelerde zelzeleler 



Quakes in Elements 

She trusts her reading of my horoscope 
and predicts a comfortable future 

even as I know my toothache 
now means the fall of my teeth 
and anal bleeding means sure surgery 

my dying libido is as uncomfortable 

as the dream of humans sleeping on the ceiling: 

their flattened naked back amuses me 
who knows who'll fall first? 

before I wake up I try to gauge the selvage 
of restless lines, moon, saturn and venus 
conspiring new challenges 
for the quakes in my elements 

it's already mid-November 
and the bouts of bronchial allergy 
tell of the cycle of incarceration: 
her moving lips are no soporific 



Invitation 

While we were talking about 
love, marriage, and migraine 
she kept fiddling with 

her reticule — opening 
putting her pen in and out 
and shutting again 



Rainbow 

They colour their hair 

paint the face to look younger 

and speak aged lies 

to match rainbow life but stare 

into the sky to find 

which colour follows which 

before melding into one 

they wonder what to do 

with beige and indigo shades 

that stick their vision 



O menim yrldiz falima inanip 
kelegegim raat bolagagin gorar 

kaberlr bolsam da ke tisjmnin awuruwi 
tiisegegi demektir 

konk kanamalarim ameliyat demektir 

oliyatirgan grnsiy meragrm meni raatsiz eter 
tawanda yuklagan insanlarifi tiisj gibi: 

basilgan arkalari hosjma kete 
srptr kim tu§egegrn kim bilir? 

uyanmadan ewel sizik, yrldiz, §olpanmn 
raatsiz terekligin 61§iygek bolaman 
kim arttan is. korip gol a§ar 
elkelerrmdeki zelzelelerge 

tap kasim ayrn ortasindamrz 

biron§it tutmalari da 

maprs deweranin anlatir: 

onrn oynagan errni yuklatuwgr tuwul 



Saklruw 

sewda, uylenuw, we ba§awurmasin 
soz etip anlatayatrrganda 
o oynap tura edr, 

de §antasi a§rp 

rsjne kalemin salrp 

de brrtaa §igarfp kapatip 



K6kku§agi 

Olar ga§ korrnmek u§iin 

§a§ine-yuzune boya gagarlar 

hem k6kku§agrii hayatina yaki^tirmak u§un 

kadmiy yalan aytarlar 

amma biri-birine batip brrle§kensjk 

renklerrii siralamasm koregek bolip 

kokke karap kozin a§arlar 

kozine gabi^ip turgan 

sutlr kawe men §ewet renkperdesin 

ka-tegegine de tu^unup kalrrlar 



II. Tanka - Tankalar 



i. 

Awake in dream time 
he looks for the candle — 
love's invitation 
lighting up in the dark 
and sings the body's song 



2. 

Watching the waves 

with him she makes an angle 

in contemplation: 

green weed and white foam break 

on the beach with falling mood 



3. 

Awaiting the wave 

that will wash away empty hours 

and endless longing 

in the dead silence at sea 

I pull down chunks of sky 



4. 

Unknowable 

the soul's pursuit hidden 

by its own works: 

the spirit's thirst, the strife 

the restless silence, too much 



1. 

May§irak karar 
tu§lerinden ayinip - 
a§k §akiruwi 
karangilikka ziya 
kewde §arkisin okip 



2. 

O man barabar 
dalgalarni siyir etip 
ko§e aylanir: 
yesjl ot man ak kopik 
kumda kaswet kestirip 



3. 

Bos. saatlerni 

guwup alagak dalgam beklep 
sonsTz saginuw 

oli sessizlik isjnde deniz boyinda 
kokyuzunden par§alar a§aga tartaman 



4. 

Biline-almaz 

6z §ali§malari saklasa 

ruhufi niyeti: 

ruh suwsuzlugi, segismesi, 
raatsiz sessizligi fazla kelir 



5. 



5. 



After a tiff 

lying under the same blanket 
two of us stare 
the peeping moon and turn 
with glee to each other 



6. 

I hate fakery 
and phony academics 
out to win spurs through 
lies and lowness at the helm 
bully and yet complain 



7. 

Plodding away at 
season's conspiracies 
life has proved untrue 
with God an empty word 
and prayers helpless cries 



8. 

The mirror swallowed 

my footprints on the shore 

I couldn't blame the waves 

the geese kept flying over the head 

the shadows kept moving afar 



9. 

Little candles fail 

to illumine the deity 

or golden dome 

in the valley darkness reigns 

and god too awaits light 



Idala§kan son 
Konilganin astindan 
Kararmiz ayga 
Sohra kunak i§inde 
Aylanirmiz yuz-yuzge 



6. 

Uyduruw sekmem 
yalangi alim §ekmem 
ke idare eter 
al§aklik man, yalan man 
hem kawgagi, hem dawagi 



7. 

Abinip gurup 
mewsim fesatlarina, 
Tanri sozi bo§, 
duwalar yokka gilaw, 
ya§am yalangi §ikti 



8. 

Ayna gutawuydi 
kumluktaki izimni 
dalga gunasiz 
yokarda kazlar u§up tura 
kolgeler uzakka kosjp tura 



9. 

Ne tafiriga 

ne de altin kubbege garik atar 
ki skene §amlar 
§ayirda karangi hiikumdar 
tanri da ziya bekler 



11. 



11. 



I wish I could live 
nature's rhythm free from 
bondage of clock-time 
rituals of work and sleep 
expanding haiku present 



12. 

Unable to see 

beyond the nose he says 

he meditates 

and sees visions of Buddha 
weeping for us 



13. 

I can't know her 

from the body, skin or curve: 

the perfume cheats 

like the sacred hymns chanted 

in hope, and there's no answer 



14. 

Waiting for the remains 

of the sacrifice vultures 

on the temple tree 

stink with humans and goddess 

on the river's bank 



15. 

The lane to temple 

through foul drain, dust and mud: 

black back of Saturn 

in a locked enclosure 

a harassed devotee 



Tuwa vezinin 
haykuwni keniytip, 
saat koleligin, 
§ali§ip yuklamakniii 
ti§inda ya§ar edim. 



12. 

Murnufi u§undan 
taa uzak kore-almaz 
deren tusunup 
Bizim u§un gilagan 
Budam korermen der 



13. 

Oni aiilamam 

tirsek, ten, kewdesinden. 

Koki aldatir 

umut bergen kaside 

gibi, gewap ta yoktir. 



14. 

Biirkutler bekler 
tapinak tereginde 
kurban par§asi 
insanga tanri§aga tolip 
sasir gilga gagasi 



15. 

Tapinakka izlek 

kirli balsjktan, tozdan, §amirdan: 
kirtli bir odada 
Saturnnin kara arkasi 
tagiz etilgen bir dindar 



16. 



16. 



Unable to clean 

the cobweb of years he eats 

the Passover meal 

but forgets to wash the feet: 

now drinks Good Friday prayers 



17. 

From head to feet 
shrouded in habiliment 
of burqah 

a slogan-shouting Indian 
in God's abode in Kaba 



18. 

Naked children crowd 
as I pass through the alleys 
between smelly slums: 
dogs bark to alert them to 
the presence of a stranger 



19. 

The mind creates 
withdrawn to its own pleasures 
a green thought 
behind the banyan tree 
behind the flickering lust 



20. 

Age seems to stop 
for a while in sex act 
a running horse 
erect and heavenly 
white as a lightning 



Yillarifi gilimin 
temizliy-almadan a§ar 
Pesah yemegin 

amma ayagin guwmaga unutar: 
§undi Kutli Guma ibadetlerin i§er 



17. 

Ba§tan ayakka§ik 
tigi§siz ak pe§timalga 
oralip 

duwa okigan bir Hint 
Kabe'de Alla'niii gurtunda 



18. 

Sjipalak ballar 

kokigan §alas. mallesinden geskenimde 

kalabalikla§ir: 

yabangi barin bildirip 

itler urep sokakni ayakka tursata 



19. 

Akil yaratir 

6z zewukufi tartilmasina 
yesil bir tusunge 
ingir teregifi artinda 
tuyum hewesin artinda 



20. 

Ginisiy faaliyette 
yas. toktaganday bola 
§abi§uwda at 
tim-tik mewlayiy mulk 
bir giltirimday biyaz 



21. 



21. 



Striving hard to feel 
the image of spring again 
the whole body blooms 
love gently and silently 
revives the final flame 



§abalanip 

baarni birtaa kormege 
kewde sesek asip 
sewda yawas. hem sessiz 
son alewni ganlandira 



22. 



22. 



Shaped like a bird 

a drop of water lands 

on her breast: 

my breath jumps to kiss it 

before her pelvic flick 



Kus sekilinde 

bir suw tanesi tama 

kokiregine: 

solium oni opmege atlay 
§anakligi urkmegensjk 



23. 



23. 



Waving arms of trees 
conspire with overcast day 
to drench again 
the two of us look for shade 
under leaking umbrella 



Terek koli sallap 
sirda§irmiz bulutli kun men 
birtaa suwlanmaga 
ekewmiz de kolge karap 
akkan §emsiye astinda 



24. 



24. 



A mist covers 

the valley of her body 

leaves memories 

like the shiver of cherry 

in dreamy January 



Bir tuman gabip 
onin kewde §ayirfn 
tezkire ta§lar 
kiraz ukmesi gibi 
tusli osak ayinda 



25. 



25. 



On the wall 

the window grill's shadow: 
midnight pain 
overwhelming touches 
indifferent after-taste 



Duwarda 

pencirenin parmakligin kolgesi: 
yarike§e agisi 
buwuwgi ok^awlar 
surgen meraksiz tatlar 



26. 



26. 



Each night 

peace is taken away 

by my father's shrieks 

and our useless effort 

to calm down frayed worries 



27. 

Professors beware 

intellectual success 

lies in inventing 

lies to conceal common truths 

and sound holier-than-thou 



28. 

Not much fun — 

cold night, asthmatic cough 

and lonely Christmas: 

no quiet place within 

no fresh start for the New Year 



29. 

No cakes or cookies 

to celebrate my birthday 

this New Year eve 

lunar eclipse and blue moon 

cheer the cup in foggy chill 



30. 

Nothing new 

in tomorrow's sun: 

year's last day 

too passes off like each day 

nothing is amazing 



Her ke§e 

sessizlikke son berer 
babamifi sesi men 
kaarli okiruwlerin 
toktataalmagan bos. §abalarimiz 



27. 

Muwallim sak bol 

munewer ba§aruwlar 

hakkni gasjrgan 

yalan yaratmaktadir 

hem ustiin kelgen bir ses men 



28. 

Kuri basjna 
suwukta oksiruwler 
eglengesiz Noel 
ne raatlik, ne sessizlik, 
ne yil basjna tazelik 



29. 

Ne tatli, ne pi§kot 
Gaiii Yil arifesinde 
tuwum kunumde 
ay tutulmasi, tuman, 
suwukta kade togistirmak 



30. 

Gafii bir§iy yok 
yarinnin kunesjnde: 
yilifi son kuni de 
hergun gibisi geser 
siratisj bir§iy yok 



III. Haiku - Haykuwlar 



crowded streets 
moving among the years 
wretched faces 



yillarni gezgen 
kalabalik sokaklar 
kadersiz yuzler 



a sleeping snake 
curled between the eggs- 
layers of leaves 



yukida gilan 
gimirta arasinda - 
katlangan yaprak 



a yellow spider 
crouching in a corner 
invisible webs 



sari orimgek 
ko§ede tomalangan 
korinmez gilim 



lying listless 

on withered creeper 

a golden bird 



gatip otirgan 
solgan sarmasjklarda 
altinday bir kus. 



a lone sparrow 

atop the naked branch 

viewing sunset 



gangiz bir torgay 
sjpalak kalgan dalda 
batiska karap 



a frog 

bullied into the hedge: 
snake's breakfast 



bir baka 

§alilikta tagilgan 
gilan siprasi 



on the road 
an injured toad- 
onlookers 



gol ortasinda 
bir garali kurbaka 
tema§agilar 



parents pelt stones 

at the mating street dogs — 

nosey children 



ta§ atkan insanlar 
§iptle§ken sokak itine- 
merakli ballar 



potholes: 

spots of sunshine 

wobble 



§ukurlar 

kune§in tamgalari 
abinmalar 



sudden downpour 
noisy trucks at midnight 
crowded footbridge 



boratkan gawun 
yarike§ede kamiyon 
kalabalik kopir 



sipping coffee 
at a wayside stall 
cockroaches too 



kawe gutumlap 

gol kenarinda tukaanda 

bogek te bar 



watching dogs 
frolicking in the park- 
jaded couples 



oynasip turgan 
beksjlik itler parkta 
yorgin ko§aklar 



dusky backyard 
crowded parrots' shrieks 
autumn onset 



kolgeli bak§a 
kalabalik dudukus sesi 
kuznun basinda 



a teenager 

glides past me on roller blades 
her long hair flows 



giwan kiz ge§e 
tegersjk kizagi man 
sasin gelpildep 



a toddler 

trying to stand up by the pram- 
young mother watches 



paytonda bala 
ayakka turagak bola 
anasi karay 



a girl 

between the railway tracks 
swings her pony tail 



bir kiz 

temir golin ortasinda 
tulum §a§in sallay 



june heat wave: 
two long shadows 
whisper in bush 



eki uzun kolge 
haziran sigakliginda 
salida pisilday 



from behind the grill 
bows to the setting sun 
a man in wheel chair 



december dusk 

firy cleavage on roadside 

breathless coalfield 



blue black fumes 
swirl around his head — 
floating hand 



wheezing his way 
to shiva's hilly abode 
a young miner 



smoggy mist — 

filling each collier's house 

with yama's call 



open cast mining 

burning coal on the roadside 

dying vultures 



the wind hushed 
a collier died 
in the cage 



tired pitman 

carrying coal on bike — 

only meal 



driving 

with burning eyes- 
abandoned mine 



parmaklik artindan 

batkan kune§ke gugungen akay 

tegersjkli iskembede 



aralik ak§ami 
ate§li gol kenari 
tinik komirlik 



mawi-kara tuman 
burum-burum ba§inda 
sallangan bir kol 



kuruldap miner 
§iva'niii bayir uyiine 
gas. bir madengi 



kara tumanlar 

her madengi uyun totirar 

yama §akiruwi man 



a§ik madenler 

gol kenarinda atesjer 

olgen burkutler 



yawa§ esken gel 
bir madengi olgen 
kafesinde 



yorgin komirgi 

biciklet men komir ta^igan- 

tek otmek 



aydamak 

ate§H kizargan koz men- 
terk etilgen maden 



morning's threshold 

one more glimpse from moving car — 

vanishing roses 



saba sindirmasi 
gonegende son nazar- 
kaybbolgan guller 



a fading rose 

lies with weeds between stones- 
valentine day 



solgan bir gul 

ot arasinda ta§likta ■ 

yareler kuni 



on her back 

writes with hair a light poem- 
weight of love 



onin sirtinda 

§a§i gengil §iir yazar- 

siiygi awurligi 



making love 

hands clasped and head hung 
prayer in bed 



suyu§uw 

elle§ken kol, sargaygan bas. 
to§ek ibadeti 



wet in sweat 

from her under arms 

perfume 



terli we islak 
onin koltikastindan 
must kokisindan 



she recognizes 

the difference in my breath: 

drink in her absence 



o anlar 

solisjmdaki farkni: 
yokta i§melimen 



the morning dews 

touch the hem of her skirt: 

flight of first love 



saba sjyi 

tetk kayuwuna tiyer: 
sipti ask ususi 



where has the moon gone? 
I saw it two nights ago 
uncertain grace 



ay kayda ketti? 

eki ke§e ewel kordim 

turlengen letafet 



half-eaten 

fallen under the tree 

the last mango 



yarsi a§alip 

terek astina tiisken 

son mango 



moonlight 

wrapped in cloudy sheet — 
nudity 



shadowy hope 

and disappearing hair — 

63rd summer 



drifting 

in the night's silence 
moon's shadow 



alone in the sky 

the sun standing still — 

friday doomed 



patches of shade 
under a bare tree 
wintry sun 



fingers feel 
decaying fireflies 
in night lights 



full moon eclipse — 
everything dark, unknown 
yet filled with light 



incense sticks smoke 
before the paper goddess — 
one more new year 



mosque's dome 

lower than mobile towers — 

weaker god's signal 



ay garigi 

bulut §ar§abina sarilgan- 
§ipalaklik 



kolgeli umut 

§a§in tii§up gok bolmasi 

altmi§u§nun gazi 



maksatsiz gezuw 
kese sessizliginde 
ay kolekesi 



gangiz kokyuzunde 
kiymildamagan kiines. 
gezali guma 



kolge gamawi 
yapraksiz teregin astinda 
ki§ kune§i 



parmaklar sezer 
suiiigen atesbogekleri 
kese gariginda 



ay tutulmasi 

her§iy karafigi, tanilmaz 

ama garikli 



kaat tanri^iaga 
kokili §ibik tumani- 
bir gafii yil taa 



garni kubbesi 

menkul kuleden al§ak - 

inan§ zayifligi 



on loudspeaker 
prayers disturb 
the night's silence 



drifting between 

my eyes and the moon 

floaters 



itchy rheum 
runny nose all day 
monsoon 



half-hidden sun 

calls clouds to thicken: 

chanting mantra 



a drop embedded 

in the half-opened bud — 

winter morning 



from the peepal 
swirling rain drops — 
palms open 



not alone 

in midnight misery — 
easter season 



unexpected guests 
a hell of formality: 
third day of Ramzan 



icy fish 

laced with blood 
spices smell 



megafonlarda 

ke§e sessizligin bizgan 

niyaz-ibadetler 



golin kaybetken 

kozim men aynin arasinda 

tayyarlar 



ki§igan gelim 
buhin-gun akkan murnum 
gawun mewsimi 



yari-sakli kunes. 
bulut kalinla§tiruwgi: 
mantira okiwi 



komuwli tamla 

yari asjlgan tomirsjkta - 

kis sabasi 



ingir terekten 
burumli tamizdirma 
a§ik awusjar 



yafigizliksiz 
yarike§e sefaletinde- 
paskaliyeler 



beklenmez sapir 
Ramazaniii u§ungi kuni 
tabiyat kayidesi 



buzli balik 

kan man susli-oyali 

edviyyat kokisi 



wiping his face 
under the umbrella 
an old man with books 



kart yuzun siler 
§emsiyesi astinda 
kitapsj akay 



watching his slide 
from the sixth floor- 
god in vain 



altingi kattan 
resimlerin siyiretmek- 
tanri bosjna 



evening sky 

a pale moon behind 

listless trees 



ak§am kokyuzi 
meraksiz teregifi artinda 
solip kalgan ay 



lonely sunrise — 

a butterfly flutters round 

a dead marigold 



gafigiz perdahlez- 
kanat wurgan gomelek 
solik sefasesek 



tattooed butterfly 
jumping over marigold — 
bare shoulders 



tamgali gomelek 
sefa§e§egine atlap- 
a§ik omizlar 



seeking refuge 

on the wings of wind 

scattered petals 



talda karamak 
gelnin kanatlarinda 
gayri yapraklar 



locked between 
my bed and quilt 
december chill 



kisilip kaluw 
to§ek-yorkan arasinda 
aralik suwugi 



the morning sun 

fondling with tender fingers 

the red roses 



saba kunesj 

gim§ak parmagi ok§ar 

kirmizi giilni 



awake whole night 

no angel cares to watch — 

frosty morning 



ke§e koz gummadim 
melekler dert etmedi 
bo saba ayaz 



returning home 

to the swaying branches: 

new year's wild rain 



end of festival: 
I stop by her haiku 
on twitter.com 



cyclonic rain 

mating with the rising waves — 
deserted beach 



hunger haunts 

a pavement dweller — 

Christmas again 



living life's routine 
cycled in infinite loop 
feel so limited 



non-stop rain 

confining me to facebook — 
depression 



tastes the rose 
a blue butterfly — 
nimble feet 



in the shade 
talking haiku 
to a schmo 



between the lips 
shadow of her tea: 
lingering taste 



uyge kaytuw 
§alkalangan dallarga: 
gaiii yil gawuni 



giyimn son!: 

haykuwsunda toktayman 
twitter awunda. 



burumli gawun 

sjptlenir yukselgen dalgalar man - 
bom-bos. kumluklar 



a§lik awlar 

sokakta ya§agan bir uysuzni- 
noel zamani 



hayatin hergunliik 
sonsTz burumunda aylanip 
tarsiganday bolaman 



pitmegen gawun 

meni facebook'ka kapatip 

ganimdan buktum 



gul tadin alir 
mawi bir gomelek- 
sekrr§ek ayaklar 



karaltilarda 
haykuwdan soz etiiw 
bir gahil men 



erin arasmda 
onin §ayin kolgesi: 
kaluwgi tad 



love takes to 
animal of the body: 
living again 



suyu§uw aketer 
kewde wahsiyligine: 
birtaa ya§amak 



fresh flowers 
before paper deities: 
navratri 



taze §e§ekler 

kaat taMlarifi aldinda: 

Nawaratriy bayrami 



steering wheels talk 

in the middle of the road 

a curved silhouette 



gol ortasinda 

tumenni soz etip aiilatmak 
kewde karartisi 



smelly sweat 
in the exam hall 
two girls talk 



ter kokisi 
imtan araliginda 
eki kiz anlata 



stars twinkling 
the beetle's path 
from manure 



yildiz balki§i 
bogeklerin golinda 
teziklikten 



unashamed my son 
sits tight over his trousers- 
smiling mother 



sigilmadan ulum 
pantolanin beklep turar 
ana kulumsurer 



receding crowd 
from the street fair- 
jesus in the eyes 



kalabaliklar 

tartilir sokak pazarindan 
kozlerinde isa 



going alone 

an empty shadow 

in the mall 



bos bir kolge 
6zi-ba§ina gezip dola§ir 
araliklarni 



from the ruins 
rises a mute flame: 
heaven's song 



gigintilardan 

sakaw bir alew yukselir: 

gennet §arkisi 
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